With pangs— strange pangs ! deliver’d of her dead ? 

Hell howl’d, and heaven that hour let fall a tear : 

Heaven wept, that man might smile ! heaven bled, that 
Might never die ! 

And is devotion virtue ? ’tis compell’d : 

What heart of stone but glows at thoughts like these I 
Such contemplations mount us ; and should mount 
The mind still higher ; nor ever glance on man. 
Unraptured, uninflamed.— Where roll my thoughts 
To rest from wonders ? other wonders rise. 

And strike where’er they roll ; my soul is caught : 
Heaven’s sovereign blessings, clust’ring from the cross. 
Rush on her in a throng, and close her round 

The prisoner of amaze ! In his blest life 

I see the path, and in his death the price. 

And in his great ascent the proof supreme 

Of immortality : and did HE rise ? 

Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 

He rose ! he rose ! he burst the bars of death : 

Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 

And give the KING OF GLORY to come in : 

Who is the king of glory ? HE who left 
His throne of glory for the pang of death : 

Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 

And give the KING OF GLORY to come in: 

'Who is the king of glory? HE who slew 
The ravenous foe that gorged all human race ! 

The KING OF GLORY HE, whose glory fill’d 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man ; 
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And with divine complacency beheld 
powers most illumined, wilder’d in the theme. 

The theme, the joy how then shall man sustain ? 

Oh the burst gates ! crush’d sting ! demolish’d throne ! 
Last o-asp of vanquish’d death ! shout earth and heaven 
This sum of good to man, whose nature then 
Took wing, and mounted with HIM from the tomb ! 
Then, then I rose ; then first humanity 
Triumphant past the crystal ports of light. 

Stupendous guest ! and seized eternal youth ; 

Seized in our name : e’er since, ’tis blasphemous 
To call man mortal : man’s mortality 
Was then transferr’d to death ; and heaven’s duration 
Unalienably seal’d to this frail frame. 

This child of dust : — man all-immortal, hail ! 

Hail, heaven ! all-lavish of strange gifts to man ! 

Thine all the glory ; man’s the boundless bliss. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 

On Christian joy’s exulting wing above 

Th’ Aonian mount ? — alas, small cause for joy ! 

What if to pain immortal ? if extent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe — 

Where then my boast of immortality ? 

I boast it still, though cover’d o’er with guilt : 

For guilt, not innocence his life he pour’d! 

’Tis guilt alone can justify his death ; 

Nor that, unless his death can justify 
Relenting guilt in heaven’s indulgent sight. 

If, sick of folly, I relent; he writes 
My name in heaven with that inverted spear. 
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